作家は死者の夢を見るか？ ： フィッツジェラルドの「作家」三部作を読む by 坂根, 隆広
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1936೥6݄ʹείοτɾϑΟοπδΣϥϧυ ʢF. Scott Fitzgerald, 1896-1940ʣ
͸The Saturday Evening Post ͷฤूऀAdelaide Neallʹ࣍ͷΑ͏ͳखࢴΛॻ͍͍ͯ
Δɻ
I appreciated your interest yesterday. I think that if one cares about a
métier (sp.) it is almost necessary to learn it over again every few years.
Somewhere about the middle of “Tender is the Night” I seemed to have
lost my touch on the short story—by touch I mean the exact balance,
how much plot, how much character, how much background you can
crowd into a limited number of words. It is a nice adjustment and
essentially depends upon the enthusiasm with which you approach a
given subject. In the last two years I’ve only too often realized that many
of my stories were built rather than written. 
Still and however, one is limited by one’s experience and I’ve decided to
go with the series of medical stories hoping to unearth something new—
and as a beginning have decided to rewrite this story1 with the original as
a skeleton. (A Life in Letters 301Լઢݪจ)
୹ร૑࡞ೳྗͷਰ͑ͷ֮ࣗ͸ɺϑΟοπδΣϥϧυʹ“métier”ΛΊ͙ΔࢥߟΛڧ͍Δɻ
ʮٕ޼ʯͱ͍͏ҙຯ߹͍͕ڧ͍΋ͷͷ“profession”ͱ͍͏ҙຯͰͷʮ৬ۀʯͱ΋ॏͳΓ
߹͏ϑΟοπδΣϥϧυͷ͍͏ͱ͜Ζͷ“métier”2ʢΛҡ࣋͢Δͷʹඞཁͳ“touch”ʣ͸ɺ
ϓϩοτ΍ΩϟϥΫλʔ഑ஔͱ͍ٕͬͨज़తͳଆ໘͚ͩͰ͸ͳ͘ɺओ୊ʹର͢Δʮ৘೤ʯ
ͱ͍͏΄ͱΜͲྙཧతͳ৚݅Λ࡞Ոʹཁٻ͢Δɻ͜͜Ͱ஫໨͍ͨ͠ͷ͸ɺॻ͚ͳͯ͘΋
ͳ͓Կ͔ʮ৽͍͠ʯ΋ͷΛॻ͘ɺͱ͍͏൴ͷϞμχεςΟοΫͱ͍͍͍ͬͯিಈΛ఻͑
Δͷʹ࢖༻͞ΕΔɺ“unearth”ͱ͍͏දݱͱɺ“skeleton”ͱ͍͏ޠ͕͏ͬ͢Βͱৢ͠ग़
͢ຒ૴ͱൃ۷ͷΠϝʔδͰ͋Δɻ૑࡞͢Δ͜ͱ͸ɺ͜͜Ͱ͸ʮॻ͖௚͢ʯ͜ͱͰ͋Γɺ
ॻ͖௚͢͜ͱ͸஍தʹ૴ΒΕͨ͢Ͱʹੲଘࡏͨ͠΋ͷΛ۷Γى͜͢Α͏ͳߦҝͱͯ͠ɺ
࡞Ո͸ࢮऀͷເΛݟΔ͔ʁɿ
ϑΟοπδΣϥϧυͷʮ࡞Ոʯࡾ෦࡞ΛಡΉ
ࡔོࠜ޿͔ͦ͠͠ͷճ෮ͦͷ΋ͷ͕ɺݪॳతͳ૕ࣦͷ্ʹʕʕࠎͱͯ͠ͷΦϦδφϧͷ্ʹʕʕ
੒Γཱͭ͜ͱΛ૝ىͤ͞ΔΑ͏ͳ࡞ۀͱͯ͠Πϝʔδ͞ΕΔɻ࡞Ոͱ͍͏৬ۀΛΊ͙Δ
ྙཧʹ͍ͭͯͷߟ࡯͸͜ͷखࢴʹ͓͍ͯɺ“touch”ͷʮ૕ࣦʯͱʮॻ͖௚͠ʯͷܾҙΛ
ܦ༝ͯ͠ɺ؇΍͔ʹࢮͷ໰୊ʹ࿈݁͞ΕΔɻ
1936೥ͷϑΟοπδΣϥϧυʹ͸ɺಉੈ୅ͷࢮऀͨͪʹғ·Ε͍ͯΔͱ͍͏͕֮ࣗ
͋ͬͨ 3ɻ฼਌͕ࢮΜͩ9݄ʹɺ൴͸༑ਓʹॻ͍͍ͯΔ—“Mother’s death made me
so sad in connection with so many deaths of people dear to me in the last two
years, beginning with Ring’s cashing in; after that Emily Vanderbilt4 shot
herself on a lonely Montana ranch last summer which gave me the blues”
(Correspondence 451)ɻ൴͸਌༑ͷRing LardnerΛ 1933೥ʹɺ༑ਓͷখઆՈ
Thomas A. BoydΛ1935೥ʹ๢͘͠ɺ฼਌ͷMollie͸1936೥ͷ6݄ʹൃ࡞Ͱ౗Εͯ
͍ΔɻϑΟοπδΣϥϧυͷࢮऀΛΊ͙Δ૝೦͕ɺඞવతʹ৬ۀʹ͍ͭͯͷࢥߟʹ΋ྲྀ
ೖͨ͠ͱݴ͍͍ͨͷͰ͸ͳ͍ɻΉ͠Ζɺ͜ͷ࣌ظʹ͓͚ΔϑΟοπδΣϥϧυʹΑΔࢮ
ऀʹ͍ͭͯͷࢥߟͱɺ࡞Ոͱ͍͏৬ۀΛΊ͙Δࢥࡧ͸ɺҰํ͕ͳ͚Ε͹ଞํ΋ͳ͖ʹ౳
͍͠Α͏ͳɺ૬ଈෆ཭ͷؔ܎ʹ͓͍ͯల։͞Εͨͱߟ͑ͨํ͕͍͍ɻຊ࿦͸ɺͦͷؔ܎
ͷ۩ମతͳ༗༷Λɺ1936೥7݄͔Β9݄ʹ͔͚ͯEsquireʹ࿈ࡌ͞Εͨʮ࡞Ոʯࡾ෦
࡞ʢ “Author’s House,” “Afternoon of an Author,” “An Author’s Mother”ʣΛख͕
͔Γͱͯ͠໌Β͔ʹ͢Δ͜ͱΛࢼΈΔɻ
ΤοηΠͱ୹รͷதؒʹҐஔ͢ΔͦΕͧΕΘ͔ͣ਺ϖʔδʹ͗͢ͳ͍͜ΕΒͷ͍ΘΏ
Δ಺লతͳʮεέον 5ʯ͕ɺಉ͡೥ͷ2݄͔Β4݄ʹΘͨͬͯಉࢽʹܝࡌ͞Εͨ༗໊
ͳʰ่յʱࡾ෦࡞ʢ“The Crack-up,” “Pasting It Together,” “Handle with Care”ʣ΁
ͷ͘͝ิ଍తͳ࡞඼ͱ͔ͯ͜͠͠Ε·ͰධՁ͞Εͯ͜ͳ͔ͬͨ͜ͱ͸ෆࣗવͰ͸ͳ͍ 6ɻ
Ұ໘ʹ͓͍͔ͯ֬ʹʮ࡞Ոʯࡾ෦࡞͸ʰ่յʱʹݟΒΕΔ࡞Ոͷࣗ఻త܏౗Λਪ͠ਐΊ
ͨ΋ͷͱݴ͑Δɻ͜ͷʮεέονʯ͸ܾͯ͠׬݁ͨ͠࡞඼Ͱ͸ͳ͘ɺΉ͠Ζ“how
much plot, how much character, how much background you can crowd into a
limited number of words”ͱ͍ͬͨߏ੒తͳ࿦ཧΛഇغͨ͠ͱ͜Ζʹੜ·ΕΔʮײ૝ʯ
ͷΑ͏ͳ΋ͷͩͱݴͬͯΑ͍ɻ
͔͋͑ͯ͠͠ʰ่յʱͷΑ͏ͳҰਓশʹΑΔࣗ఻తΤοηΠͱ͍͏ํ๏Λආ͚ɺಗ໊
తͳʮ࡞ՈʯΛओ୊ͱ͠λΠτϧʹ΋ؚΉ͜ΕΒͷ࡞඼͕ɺͦΕͳΓʹಠཱͨ͠ςʔϚ
Λڞ༗͢Δͱ૝ఆ͢Δ͜ͱ΋ෆࣗવͰ͸ͳ͍ͩΖ͏ɻ࣮ࡍਫ਼ಡʹ஋͢Δ͚ͩͷڧ౓ͱણ
ࡉ͞Λ͜ΕΒͷ࡞඼͸จମతʹ΋ओ୊తʹ΋උ͍͑ͯΔɻϑΟοπδΣϥϧυ͸୹รখ
આΛॻͨ͘Ίͷ“touch”͸ࣦ͔ͬͨ΋͠Εͳ͍͕ɺͦͷ૕ࣦͷೝࣝͱҾ͖׵͑ʹɺࣗ఻
తͳࣗݾল࡯ʹඞཁͳ૱໌͞ͱͦͷදݱʹదͨ͠εέονͱ͍͏ํ๏ΛಘͨɻArthur
Mizener΋ਖ਼͘͠ࢦఠ͢ΔΑ͏ʹʢ665ʣ ɺͨͱ͑͹“Afternoon of an Author”ͱ͍͏
࡞඼ʹ͸࡞Ոͷ͘͝ฏຌͳ೔ৗ෩ܠͷҰॠؒʹਓੜશମͷҙຯΛ֞ؒݟΔΑ͏ͳɺͦΕ
·ͰͷϑΟοπδΣϥϧυ࡞඼ʹ͸ͳ͍੒ख़ͷײ͕֮͋Δɻ
͜ͷҰݟܰົͳʮεέονʯͱ͍͏࡞඼܈͸ɺ ʮ࡞Ոͱࢮऀ 7ʯͱ͍͏ςʔϚʹΑͬͯ
53എޙ͔Βࢧ͑ΒΕ͍ͯΔͱ͍͏ͷ͕ຊ࿦ͷओுͰ͋ΔɻMichael Szalay͸
“Modernism’s History of the Dead”ͱ୊͞Εͨ࿦จʹ͓͍ͯɺϞμχζϜจֶͱϓϩ
ϑΣογϣφϦζϜͱࢮऀͱ͍͏ςʔϚΛɺErnest HemingwayͱT. S. Eliotͷ࡞඼
Λத৺ʹܹࢗతʹ࿦͍ͯ͡ΔɻEliotʹͱͬͯࢮऀͱ͸ɺڀۃతʹ͸ର࿩Մೳͳɺͦ͠
ͯର࿩͕ඞཁͳɺจֶͷ఻౷Λܗ࡞ͬͨաڈͷ࡞ՈͨͪΛҙຯ͍ͯͨ͠ͱ͢Ε͹ɺ
Hemingwayʹͱͬͯͷࢮऀͱ͸·ͣԿΑΓ΋ઓ৔ͰҾ͖྾͔Εͨର࿩ෆՄೳͳʮࢮମʯ
Λࢦ͠ɺͱಉ࣌ʹʮࢮʯ͸ද৅ͷϦϛοτͱͯ͠ɺ͢ͳΘͪΦʔηϯςΟοΫͳܦݧͷ
ৢ੒৚݅Λࢴ্ʹ࠶ݱ͢Δͱ͍͏HemingwayͷاਤΛɺ·͞ʹͦͷܦݧͷ׬ᘳͳܗଶ
Ͱ͋Δ͕Ώ͑ʹ࠳ંͤ͞Δͱಉ࣌ʹಈػ෇͚΋͢Δഔମͱͯ͠ػೳ͢Δɺͱ͍͏ͷ͕
Szalayͷٞ࿦ͷେ࿮Ͱ͋Δɻ ʮࢮऀʯͱʮࢮମʯ ɺաڈͷ࡞Ոͱ͍͏ࢮऀͱͷର࿩ɺͦ
ͯ͠ࢮऀͱʮਅਖ਼͞ʢΦʔηϯςΟγςΟʣ ʯ ɺͱ͍ͬͨࢹ఺͸ϑΟοπδΣϥϧυʮ࡞
Ոʯࡾ෦࡞Λߟ࡯͢Δ্ʹ͓͍ͯ΋ඇৗʹ༗ӹͰ͋Δɻຊ࿦Ͱ͸Szalayͷٞ࿦ͷ࿮૊
ΈΛ೦಄ʹஔ͖ͭͭࡾ෦࡞Λਫ਼ಡ͠ɺͲͷΑ͏ʹɺͦͯ͠ͳͥ͜ͷ࣌ظͷϑΟοπδΣ
ϥϧυʹΑΔ࡞Ոͱ͍͏৬ۀΛΊ͙Δࢥߟ͕ࢮऀΛঌש͠཈ѹ͠΋ͨ͠ͷ͔Λߟ͑ͯΈ
͍ͨɻ
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ࡾ෦࡞ͷୈҰ࡞໨Ͱ͋Δ“Author’s House”͸ɺҰਓশʹΑΔޠΓख͕ɺ͋Δಗ໊ͷ
࡞ՈͷՈΛऔࡐ͢Δ༷ࢠΛඳ͘ͱ͍͏୹รͰ͋Δɻ࡞඼ͷલ൒ʹ͓͍ͯɺ“everything
I’ve forgotten—all the complicated dark mixture of my youth and infancy that
made me a fiction writer instead of a fireman or a soldier”Λ৅௃͢Δ஍ԼࣨΛҊ
಺͠ͳ͕Βɺ࡞Ո͸ࣗ෼͕࡞Ոʹͳͬͨཧ༝ɺͳͥ൴͕ “this God awful metier of
sedentary days and sleepless nights and endless dissatisfaction”ΛબΜͩͷ͔Λ
ޠΔʕ“Well, three months before I was born my mother lost her other two
children and I think that came first of all though I don’t know how it worked
exactly. I think I started then to be a writer”8ɻϑΟοπδΣϥϧυ͸࣮ࡍʹੜ·Ε
Δલʹೋਓͷ࢞ຓΛࣦ͍ͬͯΔɻMitchell Breitwieser͸ϑΟοπδΣϥϧυͱJack
Kerouacʹ͓͚Δ“inherited mourning”ͷ໰୊Λѻͬͨ࿦จʹ͓͍ͯɺ্ʹҾ༻ͨ͠
“Author’s House”ͷҰઅ͔ΒɺϑΟοπδΣϥϧυͷ࡞Ոͱͯ͠ͷܦྺͷݪ఺ʹɺෆ
Մೳͳ૕ͷ࡞ۀɺ͋Δ͍͸ଞऀʹΑΔ૕ͷ࡞ۀ͕͋Δ͜ͱΛ؃ഁ͢Δʢ247-48ʣ ɻϑΟ
οπδΣϥϧυ͸฼਌ͱ͍͏ଞऀ͔Β૕Λʮड͚ܧ͙ʯ͕ɺ૕ͷର৅͸͢ͰʹࣦΘΕͯ
͍Δ͕Ώ͑ʹɺ૕ͱ͍͏࡞ۀͷܗࣜͷΈ͕࢒Δɻ͍Θ͹ͦ͜ʹ͸࢞ຓͷࢮͱ͍͏૕ࣦͦ
ͷ΋ͷͷ૕ࣦɺͱ͍͏ೋॏͷ૕ࣦ͕͋Δɺͱݴͬͯ΋͍͍ɻԿ͔ʢ୭͔ʣΛࣦ͍ͬͯΔ
ͷ͸෼͔Δͷ͕ͩɺԿΛʢ୭Λʣࣦ͍ͬͯΔͷ͔͸஌Γ͑ͳ͍ͱ͍͏ɺ ʮࢮऀͷѩౣͷ
ෆՄೳੑ“an inability to mourn”ʯ͕ͦ͜ʮ࡞Ոʯͱͯ͠ͷࣗ෼ͷىݯʹ͋Δ͜ͱΛ
͜ͷ࡞Ո͸௚؍͍ͯ͠ΔʢBreitwieser 253ʣ ɻ
54 ࡔࠜ |࡞Ո͸ࢮऀͷເΛݟΔ͔ʁɿϑΟοπδΣϥϧυͷʮ࡞Ոʯࡾ෦࡞ΛಡΉ͋Β͔͡Ί΋ͬͱ΋਎ۙͳࢮऀΛࣦ͍ɺઓ૪Λܦݧ΋͠ͳ͔ͬͨϑΟοπδΣϥϧυ
ʹͱͬͯɺ͓ͦΒ͘ࢮऀ͸ͭͶʹ͢ͰʹࣦΘΕͨԿ͔ͩͬͨɻ͔ͩΒɺ“I don’t know
how it worked exactly”ͱݴ͏ɻHemingway͕͠͹͠͹ଈ෺తͳࢮମΛඳ͍ͨͱ͢Ε
͹ 9ɺϑΟοπδΣϥϧυ͸ࢮΛɺͦͯ͠ࢮऀΛಌጦͭͭ͠ɺ࠷ޙͷͱ͜ΖͰࢮମΛ཈
ѹ͠ 10ɺࢮ͕਎ମతͳΠϝʔδΛ൐͏͜ͱΛڋΉɻࡾ෦࡞࠷ޙͷ࡞඼Ͱ͋Δ“An
Author’s Mother”ʹ͓͍ͯϑΟοπδΣϥϧυ͸ɺHamilton T. Johnsonͱ͍͏Սۭ
ͷ“successful author”11ͷ฼਌ͷࢮͷؒࡍͷ༷ࢠΛඳࣸ͢Δɻͦͷ࡞Ոͷଉࢠʹ஀ੜ
೔ϓϨθϯτΛങ͓͏ͱொ΁ग़ͨ฼਌͕ຊ԰ʹཱͪدΓɺؼΔࡍʹ֊ஈͰ౗Εͯ಄෦ʹ
ইΛෛ͍ɺٹٸंͰӡ͹ΕɺΠϯλʔϯʹݟकΒΕͳ͕ΒපӃͰࢮ͵͜ͱ͕΄ͷΊ͔͞
ΕͯऴΘΔɺͱ͍͏Θ͔ͣ਺ϖʔδͷঠฤɺMatthew J. Bruccoli͕“obituary story”
ʢThe Price Was High 736ʣͱݺͿ͜ͷঠฤΛɺϑΟοπδΣϥϧυ͸฼਌ͷMollie
͕·ͩଘ໋தʹॻ͍͍ͯΔɻ൴ঁΛ࣮ࡍʹࣦ͏લʹɺ͢ͰʹࣦΘΕͨऀͱͯ͠ϑΟοπ
δΣϥϧυ͸฼਌Λখઆతʹ૴Δͱݴͬͯ΋͍͍͔΋͠Εͳ͍͕ɺ஫໨͢΂͖͸ɺ͜ͷ
୹รʹ͓͍ͯ฼਌͕ࢮ΁ͱۙͮ͘աఔ͕ɺ͋͑ͯ࡞ՈʹΑͬͯڧௐ͞Εͨ൴ঁͷ਎ମੑ
͕رബԽ͢ΔաఔͱҰக͍ͯ͠Δ͜ͱͩɻ
͜ͷ࡞඼ʹ͓͚ΔϑΟοπδΣϥϧυʹΑΔ฼਌ͷ਎ମੑͷڧௐ͸ɺ൴ঁͷAlice
and Phoebe Caryͷࢻ΁ͷภѪͱͷରൺʹ͓͍ͯଊ͑Δ͜ͱ͕Ͱ͖Δɻ฼਌͸Cary࢞
ຓͷՈఉత͔ͭײইతͳࢻɺಛʹࣗ෼ࣗ਎ͷ฼਌͕൴ঁʹಡΈฉ͔ͤͨ“the girl
instructing the artist how to paint a picture of her mother”ʹ͍ͭͯͷࢻΛ޷Έ 12ɺ
ଉࢠͷখઆΛཧղͰ͖ͳ͍ʢ736ʣʕ“But the books by her son were not vivid to
her, and . . . her secret opinion was that such a profession was risky and
eccentric”ʢ737ʣ ɻ໌Β͔ʹ͜ͷޠΓख͸ɺ฼ͱ່ͷਫ਼ਆతඥଳΛڧௐ͢ΔCary࢞ຓ
ͷ࡞඼Λᅂ޷͢Δ฼਌ΛɺΞΠϩχΧϧͳࢹઢͰݟ͍ͯΔɻ͔͜͜͠͠Ͱݴٴ͞ΕΔ
Cary࢞ຓͷ࡞඼͕ɺ฼਌ΛͲͷΑ͏ʹද৅ʢ“paint”ʣ͢Δ͔ʹয఺Λஔ͖ɺ౰ͷ฼਌
ͦͷ΋ͷ͸ݱΕͣʹ཈ѹ͞Ε͍ͯΔͱ͢Ε͹ɺΉ͠ΖϑΟοπδΣϥϧυ͸ͦͷΑ͏ͳ
฼਌ͷ୤਎ମԽΛڋΈɺࢮʹΏࣗ͘෼ͷ฼਌Λࣗ෼ͷؔ৺ͷํ޲΁୊ࡐͱͯ͠ʮར༻ʯ
͠ͳ͕Β฼ࢠؒͷཧղෆՄೳੑΛਖ਼໘͔ΒೝΊ͍ͯΔͱݴ͑ΔɻΠϯλʔϯʹ“you
have a cut”ͱ஌Β͞Εͨ฼਌͸ɺ“My son will write about it”ͱ౴͑Δʢ738ʣ ɻ฼਌
͸ࣗ෼ͷই͕୊ࡐͱͯ͠ѻΘΕΔ͜ͱΛ஌͓ͬͯΓɺϑΟοπδΣϥϧυ͸͢͢ΜͰ฼
਌ͷൃݴͷਖ਼͠͞Λূ໌͢Δɻ฼਌ͷʮইʯͷয఺Խ͸ɺϑΟοπδΣϥϧυʹΑΔ฼
਌ͷ୤਎ମԽͷڋ൱ͷදݱͩͱݴ͍͍ͬͯɻ
͕ͩ͜ͷ୹รͷ؊ͱ΋͍͏΂͖฼਌ʹΑΔʮฉ͖ҧ͍ʯͷ৔໘͸ɺ൴ঁͷ਎ମੑͷڠ
ௐΛʮݴ༿ʯ ʢ༡ͼʣͷ໰୊΁ͱԣ׈Γͤ͞ΔɻΠϯλʔϯ͸ࣗ෼ͷոզͷ͜ͱ͸ଉࢠ
ʹ͸஌Βͤͳ͍Ͱ͘Εͱ͍͏฼਌ͷൃݴΛ͑͗ͬͯ͞ɺ͜͏ड़΂Δɻ
“Don’t talk for just a moment, Mrs. Johnson—I want to keep this little
cut together till we can make a suture.”
55Nonetheless she moved her head and said in a determined voice:
“I didn’t say my son was a suture—I said he was an author.”
“You misunderstood me, Mrs. Johnson. I meant about your forehead. A
‘suture’ is where someone cuts themselves a little—” 
Her pulse fluttered and he gave her spirits of ammonia to hold her till
she got to the hospital door. (738)
“No, my son is not a suture”ͱ฼਌͸ଓ͚Δʕ“‘Why did you say that? He’s an
author.’ She spoke very slowly as if she was unfamiliar with the words coming
from her tired mouth. ‘An author is someone who writes books’”ʢ738 ڧௐݪ
จʣ ɻ͜ͷ୹͍࡞඼͔Βɺ͜ͷฉ͖ҧ͍ͷ৅௃తͳҙຯͦͷ΋ͷΛܾఆ͢Δ͜ͱ͸ࠔ೉
ͩΖ͏ɻΉ͠Ζ͜͜Ͱ໰୊Խ͞ΕΔ΂͖͸ɺͦͷΑ͏ͳʮ࡞Ոʯͱ͸Կ͔ʹ͍ͭͯͷ৅
௃తղऍΛ༠ൃ͢ΔΑ͏ͳݴޠతٔΕͷ͏ͪʹ൴ঁͷʮইʯͷද৅͕ؐݩ͞ΕΔͱ͍͏
ࣄ࣮ͦͷ΋ͷͰ͋Γɺ಄෦ʹக໋ইΛෛͬͨ฼਌͕“author”ͱ“suture”ͱ͍͏ฉ͖ҧ͍
ͷ໰୊ʹͩ͜ΘͬͯࢮΜͰΏ͘ͱ͍͏࿩͕΋ͭίϛΧϧ͞Ͱ͋ΓҰछͷҟ༷ͩ͞Ζ͏ɻ
ʮ࡞Ոʯͱ͸Կ͔ͱ͍͏໰୊Λ฼਌ͷࢮΛ୊ࡐͱͯ͠ϑΟοπδΣϥϧυ͕ߟ࡯͠Α͏
ͱͨ͠ͱ͢Ε͹ɺ·͞ʹͦͷ໰୊ͷલܠԽʹΑͬͯɺ͋͑ͯڧௐ͞Ε͔ͨʹݟ͑Δ൴ঁ
ͷ਎ମੑ͸ؓ٫͞ΕΔͷͩɻ
฼਌ͷ୤਎ମԽ͸·ͨɺ൴ঁ͕ଉࢠͷ࡞඼Λҙਤతʹ๨٫͠ɺCary࢞ຓͱखΛऔΓ
߹͏ͱ͍͏աఔͱฒߦ͢ΔɻΠϯλʔϯʹ޲͔ͬͯଉࢠͷ͜ͱΛઆ໌͢Δͱ͖ɺ൴ঁ͸
“the only book she knew really in her heart”Λࢥ͍ग़ͯ͠ɺ“—my son, Hamilton,
who wrote ‘The Poems of Alice and Phoebe Cary’—”ͱݴ͍ɺͦΕ͕࠷ظͷݴ༿ͱͳ
Δ(739)ɻ฼਌͕ࢮ͵ͱ͖ɺ“the interne knew there would not be any suture, that
nature had put its last stitch in that old forehead”ͱޠΓख͸ड़΂Δ(739)ɻ୹รͷ
࠷ޙͷҰઅ͸͜͏ͩʕ“But he [the interne] could not know what she was
thinking at the last, and would never have guessed it was that Alice and Phoebe
Cary had come to call upon her, and taken her hands, and led her back gently
into the country she understood”(739)ɻ๓߹ͷෆඞཁੑͱ“nature had put its last
stitch in that old forehead”ͱ͍͏ൺᄻతͳදݱʹ৅௃͞ΕΔ฼਌ͷ୤਎ମԽ͸ɺ
Cary࢞ຓͱखΛऔΓ߹͏฼਌ͷ࢟ɺͭ·Γ൴ঁͷʮࢮମʯͷ཈ѹʹ͓͍ͯ׬੒͢Δɻ
൴ঁͷইɺͦͯ͠ࢮʢମʣΛྫྷ੩ʹݟͭΊΔΠϯλʔϯͷࢹઢΛಋೖ͠ͳ͕Βɺ࠷ޙͷ
ͱ͜ΖͰϑΟοπδΣϥϧυ͸ࢮମΛ΍Γա͢͝ɻ
ΉΖΜɺ݁຤෦ʹ͓͚ΔޠΓखͷΞΠϩχΧϧͳࢹઢ͸ɺϑΟοπδΣϥϧυʹΑΔ
ʮࢮମʯͷ཈ѹ͕ඞͣ͠΋ࢮʢऀʣͷཧ૝ԽΛҙຯ͢ΔΘ͚Ͱͳ͍͜ͱΛ͍ࣔͯ͠Δɻ
࡞඼தɺCary࢞ຓ͕ʮࢮऀʯͱͯ͠ݴٴ͞Ε͍ͯΔ͜ͱΛࢥ͍ग़ͯ͠΋͍͍ɻCary࢞
ຓͷຊʹ͍ͭͯ฼਌ʹͨͣͶΒΕͨॻళһ͕ͦͷࢻਓΛݱ୅ࢻਓͩͱޡղ͍ͯ͠Δ͜ͱ
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ʢ737ʣ ɻ͜ͷࢻਓͨͪ͸ʮࢮΜͰʯ͍Δ͔Βͦ͜ɺ฼਌ͷࢮʹࡍ͠൴ঁͷ΋ͱʹܴ͑ʹ
͘ΔɻCary࢞ຓ͕൱ఆతʹݴٴ͞Ε͍ͯΔͷͱಉ༷ʹɺ ʮࢮऀʯͱͯ͠ͷաڈͷ࡞ऀͱ
฼਌ͷૺ۰͸ɺ฼਌ʹΑΔੜ͖ͨଉࢠͷ࡞඼ͷཧղෆՄೳੑͷ৅௃ͱ͍͏ܗͰ൱ఆతʹ
ද৅͞Ε͍ͯΔɻ͔͠͠ʢޠΓख͕ղऍ͢Δͱ͜ΖͷʣCary࢞ຓతͷࢻʹݟΒΕΔײ
ইओٛΛ൱ఆ͠ͳ͕Β΋ɺͦͷࢻ͕ମݱ͢Δ฼਌ͷ୤਎ମԽͱ͍͏࿦ཧΛଟ͔Εগͳ͔
ΕϑΟοπδΣϥϧυࣗ਎͕൓෮ͯ͠͠·͍ͬͯΔͷ΋͔֬ͩɻࢮऀͱͯ͠ͷCary࢞
ຓ͸ɺҰݟͨ͠Ҏ্ʹਂ͘͜ͷޠΓखΛنఆ͍ͯ͠ΔΑ͏ʹࢥΘΕΔɻ“—my son,
Hamilton, who wrote ‘The Poems of Alice and Phoebe Cary’—”ͱ͍͏දݱʹ΋ݟΒ
ΕΔɺ͢ͰʹʮࢮΜͰ͍Δʯ ʮ࢞ຓʯͱଉࢠͱͷ฼਌ͷҙࣝʹ͓͚Δ༹༥͸ɺϑΟοπ
δΣϥϧυ͕ੜલʹࣦͬͨ࢞ຓΛ૝ىͤ͞Δɻ฼਌͸Πϯλʔϯͱͷձ࿩Ͱ“my
daughter that died”ʹݴٴ͢Δʢ738ʣ ɻ່͕͜͜ͰҰਓͳͷ͸ɺ࢞ຓͱઃఆ͢Δͱ
Cary࢞ຓͱͷ࿈૝͕͋·Γʹڧ͘ͳΔ͔ΒͰ͸ͳ͍͔ɻ ʮ࡞Ոͱ͸Կ͔ʯͱ͍͏໰͍ͱ
ʮࢮऀʯͷ਎ମʢࢮମʣͷ཈ѹʹ͸ϑΟοπδΣϥϧυ͕൴ͷ૑࡞ͷݪ఺ͱఆٛ͢Δ͋
Β͔͡ΊࣦΘΕͨࢮऀʗ࢞ຓͷӨ͕͍ࠩͯ͠Δɻ
3
“Author’s House”ʹ͓͍ͯ΋ʮͳͥࣗ෼͸࡞Ոʹͳͬͨͷ͔ʯͱ͍͏ʮ࡞ՈʯΛΊ
͙Δ໰୊ఏىͱ࢞ຓ΁ͷݴٴͷ௚ޙʹʮࢮମʯͷ཈ѹ͕ੜ͡ΔɻऔࡐऀͷޠΓख͸஍Լ
ࣨͷย۱ʹԿ͔͕ຒΊΒΕ͍ͯΔͷʹؾͮ͘ɻগ͠௕͘ͳΔ͕ॏཁͳҰઅͳͷͰҾ༻͠
Α͏ɻ
Your eyes fall on another corner and you give a start of alarm. 
“What’s that?” you demand. 
“That?” The author tries to change the subject, moving around so as to
obscure your view of the too recent mound of dirt in the corner that has
made you think of certain things in police reports. 
But you insist. 
“That is where it is buried,” he says.
“What’s buried?”
“That’s where I buried my love after—” he hesitates.
“After you killed her?”
“After I killed it.”
“I don’t understand what you mean.”
The author does not look at the pile of earth. 
“That is where I buried my first childish love of myself, my belief that I
57would never die like other people, and that I wasn’t the son of my parents
but a son of a king, a king who ruled the whole world.”ʢ184-85 ࣼࣈମݪ
จʣ
Breitwieser͸͜͜Ͱͷ࡞Ոͷઆ໌ʹɺϑΟοπδΣϥϧυΛऻ͏ʮ่յ“crack-up”ʯ
͕͜͜Ͱ͸“protective illusion”ͷࣦഊͱͯ͠ଊ͑ΒΕ͍ͯΔ͜ͱΛత֬ʹࢦఠ͢Δͷ
͕ͩʢ250ʣ ɺ࡞ՈʹΑΔઆ໌తͳ਎ৼΓʹ΋ؔΘΒͣɺ౔ͷԼʹԿ͕ຒΊΒΕ͍ͯΔ
ͷ͔ɺ݁ہͷͱ͜ΖޠΓखʹ΋ಡऀʹ΋Θ͔Βͳ͍͜ͱ΋๨ΕΔ΂͖Ͱ͸ͳ͍ͩΖ͏ɻ
୯ʹϑΟοπδΣϥϧυ͕ൺᄻతͳʮຒ૴ʯΛදݱ͔ͨͬͨ͠ͱ͍͏ݟํʹཱͭͱͯ͠
΋ɺ“the pile of earth”ͦͷ΋ͷ͸આ໌ෆՄೳͳຒ૴ͷ੻ͱͯ͠࢒Δɻ“After you
killed her?”ͱ͍͏ޠΓखʹΑΔൃݴ͕ɺͦͷ౔ͷҟ༷͞Λ૿͢ɻ࡞Ո͕ࣗ෼͕࡞Ոʹ
ͳͬͨཧ༝Λߟ͑Δͱ͖ɺ ʮ൴ঁʯͷࢮମͰ΋͋Γɺࣗ෼ͷࢮମͰ΋͋ΔΑ͏ͳɺಗ໊
ͷൃ۷͞Ε͟Δࢮମͱ͍͏ΠϝʔδΛשى͢ΔɻΘ͟Θ͟஍ԼࣨΛ঺հ͠ɺͦͷຒ૴ͷ
੻ʹ͖ۙͮͦΕ͕ൃݟ͞ΕΔͷΛ஌Γͭͭ΋ɺ ͔͠͠࡞Ո͸͔ͦ͜Β࿩ΛͦΒͦ͏ͱ͠ɺ
໨Λഎ͚ɺԕ͔͟Δɻͦͯ͠ଏྲྀਫ਼ਆ෼ੳతͳઆ໌Ͱຒ૴੻Λކృ͢Δɻ
ർ࿑ͨ͠ॻ͚ͳ͍࡞Ո͕ɺ୊ࡐΛݟ͚ͭΔ΂͘ؾ੖Β͠Λ͔ͶͯொΛόεͰճΔ༷ࢠ
ΛࡾਓশͰඳ͘୹͍εέονͰ͋Δ“Afternoon of an Author”ʹ΋ɺ ʮຒ૴ʯͷΠϝʔ
δ͕৭ೱ͘൓ө͞Ε͍ͯΔɻͦΕΛ࠷΋୺తʹද͢ͷ͕ɺόε͔Βେֶͷڝٕ৔ΛோΊ
ͳ͕Β࡞Ո͕࡞඼ͷண૝ΛಘΔ৔໘ͩɻ
On the college football field men were working with rollers and a title
occurred to him: “Turf-keeper” or else “The Grass Grows,” something
about a man working on turf for years and bringing up his son to go to
college and play football there. Then the son dying in youth and the
man’s going to work in the cemetery and putting turf over his son instead
of under his feet. It would be the kind of piece that is often placed in
anthologies, but not his sort of thing—it was sheer swollen antithesis, as
formalized as a popular magazine story and easier to write. Many people,
however, would consider it excellent because it was melancholy, had
digging in it and was simple to understand.13
ΉΖΜ͜͜ʹ͸ɺ͜ͷΑ͏ͳ঎ۀత࡞඼Ͱ͢Β͜ͷ࡞Ո͸ॻ͚ͳ͍ͱ͍͏ΞΠϩχʔ͕
͋Δɻ෦԰Ͱ࢓ࣄΛ͠ͳ͕Βɺ࡞Ո͸“a newspaper serial”ʹ΋࠾༻͞Εͳ͍Α͏ͳ෺
ޠ͔͠ॻ͚ͣɺ͔ͩΒͦ͜ɺՈΛग़Δͷͩʢ178ʣ ɻ͕ͩͦͷΑ͏ͳΞΠϩχΧϧͳࢹ
ઢͱಉఔ౓ʹॏཁͳͷ͸ɺ͜ͷҰઅ͕“Author’s House”ͱڞ༗͢Δɺຒ૴ɺ͋Δ͍͸
ࢮͷΠϝʔδΛ͋͑ͯשى͠ͳ͕Βɺͦͦ͘͞ͱ͔ͦ͜Β཭ΕΑ͏ͱ͢Δ࡞Ոͷ਎ৼΓ
ͩɻ
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ͦͷ΋ͷΛ҆ͬΆ͍ͱ͍͍ͬͯΔΘ͚Ͱ͸ͳ͍ɺͱ͍͏͜ͱͩɻͦ΋ͦ΋ͦͷ҆ͬΆ͞
Λ൱ఆ͢Δ͚ͩͳΒ͹ɺ͜ͷΑ͏ͳண૝ʹݴٴ͢Δඞཁ΋ͳ͍ͩΖ͏ɻ൴͕ݏѱ͢Δͷ
͸Ή͠Ζɺੜʗࢮɺ෕ʗଉࢠɺڝٕ৔ʗุ஍ɺεϙʔπʗ࢓ࣄɺ্ʢoverʣʗԼ
ʢunderʣͱ͍ͬͨɺ͜ͷߏ૝͕҉ʹ༗͢ΔϝϩυϥϚςΟοΫͳ“sheer swollen
antithesis”Ͱ͋Γɺओ୊͕ґڌ͢ΔͰ͋Ζ͏ʮܗࣜʯͰ͋Δɻ࡞Ո͕͙͢͞·͜ͷߏ
૝Λഇغ͢Δͷ͸ɺຒ૴ͱࢮͱ͍͏ओ୊͕΋ͭ੾࣮͞ͱෳࡶ͞ʹݟ߹͏͚ͩͷܗࣜͷܽ
೗ͱͦΕؚ͕ҙ͢Δຒ૴ͱ͍͏ςʔϚͷ঎඼Խɺ௨ଏԽ΁ͷ൓ൃʹىҼ͢Δͱ͍͍ͬͯ
͍ɻ͜͏ߟ͑Δͱɺ“Author’s House”ʹ͓͍ͯ࡞Ո͕ຒ૴੻͔Β࿩୊ΛͦΒͦ͏ͱ͢
Δͷ΋ɺ ʮͦΕʢ“it”ʣ ʯʹ͍ͭͯޠΔ͜ͱ͕ʮͦΕʯΛᛙখԽ͢Δ͜ͱΛҙຯ͢Δɺͱ
͍͏ҙ͕ࣝ͋Δ͔Βͱ͍͏ਪଌ͕੒Γཱͭɻ ʮͦΕʯ͸੾ഭͨ͠໰୊Ͱ͋Δ͕Ώ͑ʹ཈
ѹ͸Ͱ͖ͳ͍ɻ͕ͩʮͦΕʯΛʮ࡞඼ʯʹ͢Δ͜ͱ͸ʮͦΕʯΛ୯७Խ͢Δ͕Ώ͑ʹͰ
͖ͳ͍ɻ͓ͦΒͦ͘ͷΑ͏ͳ׉౻͕྆࡞඼ʹ͸ྲྀΕ͍ͯΔɻ
ϑΟοπδΣϥϧυͷྺ࢙తؔ৺Λࣔࠦ͢Δ΋ͷͱͯ͠ଊ͑ΒΕΔ͜ͱͷଟ͍ 14ɺ
“Afternoon of an Author”ʹ͓͚Δೆ๺ઓ૪ͷӳ༤΁ͷݴٴͱ࡞ՈʹΑΔ൴ΒͱͷಉҰ
Խ͸ɺݴޠԽ͢Δ͜ͱʹΑͬͯ΋ᛙখԽ͞Εͳ͍ࢮͱຒ૴ͱ͍͏ςʔϚ΁ͷؔ৺ɺͱ͍
͏؍఺͔Β࠶ߟ͢Δ༨஍͕͋Δɻ
On the bus corner under the trees it was green and cool and he thought
of Stonewall Jackson’s last words: “Let us cross over the river and rest
under the shade of the trees.” Those Civil War leaders seemed to have
realized very suddenly how tired they were—Lee shriveling into another
man, Grant with his desperate memoir-writing at the end. ʢ179 Լઢච
ऀʣ
“On the bus corner under the trees”ͱ͍͏ϑϨʔζࣗମ͕ͦ͜ʹ༝དྷ͢ΔͷͰ͋Ζ
͏ɺStonewell Jacksonͷ࠷ظͷʮݴ༿ʯʹର͢Δɺ৴པͱ͍ͬͯ΋͍͍Α͏ͳ࡞Ո
ʹΑΔख์͠ͷಉҰԽ͸ɺ͓ͦΒ͘͸঎඼Խ͢ΔࣗΒͷݴޠ΁ͷջٙͱදཪΛͳ͢ɻ࡞
඼๯಄ۙ͘ʹ͓͍ͯɺ࡞Ո͸Paramount͔ΒखࢴΛड͚औΔʕ“Paramount wanted
a release on a poem that had appeared in one of the author’s books, as they
didn’t know whether it was an original or quoted. Maybe they were going to get
a title from it. Anyhow he had no more equity in that property—he had sold the
silent rights many years ago and the sound rights last year”(178)ɻ൴ͷաڈͷ࡞
඼ɺͦͯ͠࡞඼தͷࢻ͸ͦΕ͕Ҿ༻͔ΦϦδφϧ͔΋ೝࣝ͞Εͳ͍·· 15ɺചങɺৡ౉
ͷର৅ͱͳΔ“property”ͱͯ͠ɺͦͯͦ͠ͷҰ෦͕өըͷλΠτϧͱͯ͠ྲྀ௨͢ΔΑ͏
ͳ঎඼ͱͯ͠ଊ͑ΒΕΔɻ“An Author’s Mother”ʹ͓͍ͯɺ“These poets have been
dead many years”ͱ౴͑ΒΕͨຊ԰ͷళһ͕ɺ“I don’t believe I know of them—but
59I might be able to order them for you”ͱฦ౴͢Δ৔໘Λࢥ͍ग़ͯ͠΋͍͍ʢ737ʣ ɻ
฼਌ʹͱͬͯ͸ࢥ͍ೖΕͷڧ͍࡞ऀʗ࡞඼΋ɺ͜͜Ͱͷళһʹͱͬͯ͸ɺ ʮ஫จʯՄೳ
ͳ঎඼ͷ໊લ͔ه߸Ͱ͔͠ͳ͍ɻ࡞඼಺Ͱݴٴ͞ΕΔCary࢞ຓͷࢻͷ࣮ࡍͷ୊໊͸
“An Order for a Picture”͕ͩɺ͓ͦΒ͘ϑΟοπδΣϥϧυ͸ҙਤతʹॻళһʹ
“order”ͱ͍͏ޠΛ࢖ΘͤɺCary࢞ຓͷࢻΛٔըԽ͍ͯ͠ΔͷͩΖ͏ɻ“Afternoon of
an Author”Ͱ͸ଞऀͷ࡞඼͚ͩͰͳࣗ͘Βͷ࡞඼΋·ͨ঎඼Խ͢Δͱ͍͏ࣄ࣮͕ڧௐ
͞Ε͍ͯΔɻ
ৡ౉͞Εചങ͞ΕΔ࡞Ոͷաڈͷ࡞඼ͱ͸ରরతʹɺStonewall Jacksonͷݴ༿͸ɺ
ʮҾ༻ʯ͞Εʮྲྀ௨ʯ͢Δ΋ͷ͕ͩɺ࡞Ոͷݴ༿ʹ͸ͳ͍ʮਅਖ਼͞ʯΛඋ͍͑ͯΔɻগ
ͳ͘ͱ΋ͦ͏ଊ͍͑ͯΔ͔Βͦ͜࡞Ո͸ͦͷݴ༿ʹ᪳᪯ͳ͘ಉҰԽ͢ΔɻJackson΁
ͷݴٴͷΘ͔ͣޙͰઌʹҾ༻ͨ͠“Turf-keeper”ͷߏ૝͕৮ΕΒΕΔͷ͕ͩɺ͜ͷ
Stonewall Jacksonͷ୆ࢺ͕ࢮͱຒ૴ͱͷ࿈૝ʹ͓͍ͯߟ͑ΒΕ͍ͯΔ͜ͱ͸ɺߏ૝
ʹ͓͍ͯͱಉ༷ɺ“over”ͱ“under”ͱ͍͏લஔࢺ͕ηοτͰ࢖༻͞Ε͍ͯΔ͜ͱ͔Βਪ
࿦Ͱ͖Δʢ΋ͬͱ΋ɺ“and”ʹ୅Θͬͯߏ૝தͰ͸“instead of”ʹΑͬͯೋͭͷલஔࢺ
͕઀ଓ͞ΕΔ͜ͱͰ“antithesis”͕ੜ·ΕΔͱ͍͏ॏཁͳࠩҟ͕ͦ͜ʹ͸͋Δͷ͕ͩʣ ɻ
ཧղ͢Δͷ͕༰қͰ΋ͳ͚Ε͹ʮϝϥϯίϦʔʯʹ΋ؕΒͳ͍ɺҰఆͷਅਖ਼͞Λอ͕ͭ
Ώ͑ʹಉҰԽ͢΂͖ʮࢮͱຒ૴ʯ͕ͦ͜ʹ͋Δͱɺ͓ͦΒ͘࡞Ո͸Έ͍ͯΔɻྺ࢙ͱ࣌
͕ؒɺͦͷओ୊ʹ;͞Θ͍͠ʮܗࣜʯΛ෇༩͢Δͷͩɻ͕ͩॻ͚ͳ͍࡞Ոʹ͸ͦͷΑ͏
ͳܗࣜΛ༩͑ΒΕͳ͍ɻΏ͑ʹʮεέονʯͱ͍͏ɺܗࣜͷ࿦ཧͦͷ΋ͷΛڋΉܗࣜΛ
࠾༻͢Δɻ
ଉࢠΛຒ૴͢Δ෕਌ͷ෺ޠΛΊ͙Δঀड़ͷதʹɺͦͷ෺ޠ͕“digging”Λ༗͍ͯ͠Δ
ͱ͍͏දݱ͕࢖༻͞Ε͍ͯΔ͜ͱΛࢥ͍ग़ͦ͏ɻܾͯ͠ߠఆతͳҙຯͰ࢖༻͞Ε͍ͯΔ
Θ͚Ͱ͸ͳ͍͕ɺ͋Δ෺ޠͷண૝ͱɺຒ૴ɺͦͯ͠ൃ۷ͱ͍͏Πϝʔδͷ࿈ͳΓ͸ɺຊ
ߘͷ๯಄ͰҾ༻ͨ͠ϑΟοπδΣϥϧυͷखࢴΛ૝ىͤ͞Δɻͦ͜ͰϑΟοπδΣϥϧ
υ͸৽͍͠΋ͷΛ“unearth”͢Δͱ͍͏දݱΛ࢖͍ͬͯͨɻઌͷ෺ޠͷண૝ʹ͍ͭͯͷ
Ҿ༻ʹ͓͍ͯ“work”ͱ͍͏ಈࢺ͕ࡾ౓࢖༻͞Ε͍ͯΔ͜ͱ͕͜͜Ͱ஫ҙΛҾ͘ɻ
“Afternoon of an Author”ʹ͓͍ͯɺϑΟοπδΣϥϧυ͸࡞Ոͷ࢓ࣄͱͯ͠ͷࣥචͱ
͍͏ҙຯͰ“work”ͱ͍͏ޠΛ࢛౓࢖༻͍ͯ͠ΔɻࣳΛकΔʢ“Turf-Keeper”ʣͱ͍͏
ʮ࢓ࣄʯ͕ଉࢠͷࢮମΛ෴͏ͱ͍͏࡞ۀʹͭͳ͕ΔΑ͏ʹɺ͜ͷ࣌ظͷϑΟοπδΣϥ
ϧυʹ͓͍ͯॻ͘ͱ͍͏࢓ࣄ͸ɺॻ͔Εͨ΋ͷ͋Δ͍͸ॻ͔Εͳ͔ͬͨ΋ͷͷઈ͑͟Δ
ൃ۷ͱຒ૴ͱ͍͏ΠϝʔδΛଳͼ͍ͯͨͱߟ͑ΒΕΔɻࢄ൅԰ʹ͍͖ͳ͕Βࣗ෼͕ੲࢄ
൅԰ʹ͍ͭͯॻ͍ͨ୹ฤΛࢥ͍ग़͠ɺ͔ͭͯ൷ධՈʹΑͬͯ“indefatigable”ͱܗ༰͞Ε
ͨ͜ͱͷΞΠϩχʔΛטΈ͠Ίʢ181ʣ ɺࣗ෼ͷ࡞඼ʹෟͨ͠ࢻʹ͍ͭͯͷݖར͕͢Ͱ
ʹ์غ͞Ε͍ͯΔ͜ͱΛ֬ೝ͢Δͱ͖ɺ͜ͷ࡞Ո͸͔ͨ͠ʹ࣌ؒͷ͏ͪʹ௜఼ͨ͠ݴ༿
΍࡞඼Λൃ۷͠ɺͦͯ͠࠶ͼ૴Γڈ͍ͬͯΔΑ͏ʹݟ͑Δɻ
࣌ؒͷதʹ௜఼ͨ͠ݴ༿ͷൃ۷ͱ͍͏Ϟνʔϑ͸ɺ“Author’s House”ͷ԰ࠜཪ෦԰
ͷதʹ઱΍͔ʹ݁থ͢Δɿ
60 ࡔࠜ |࡞Ո͸ࢮऀͷເΛݟΔ͔ʁɿϑΟοπδΣϥϧυͷʮ࡞Ոʯࡾ෦࡞ΛಡΉThe attic was the attic of Victorian fiction. It was pleasant, with beams of
late light slanting in on piles and piles of magazines and pamphlets and
children’s school books and college year books and “little” magazines
from Paris and ballet programs and the old Dial and Mercury and
L’Illustration unbound and the St. Nicholas and the journal of the
Maryland Historical Society, and piles of maps and guide books from the
Golden Gate to Bou Saada. There were files bulging with letters, one
marked “letters from my grandfather to my grandmother” and several
dozen scrap books and clipping books and photograph books and albums
and “baby books” and great envelopes full of unfiled items. . . .  (188)
൴͕“the library of a life”ͱ΋ݺͿ͜ͷۭؒʹ͸ɺྲྀ௨ͱ॥؀͔Β཭୤͠ଯੵͨ͠ຊ΍
खࢴ͕ɺͭ·Γ͸ʮݴ༿ʯ͕຾͍ͬͯΔɻ͜ͷ୹รʹ͓͍͍ͯΘ͹ϑΟοπδΣϥϧυ
͸ɺ஍Լʹຒ૴͞Εͨ“it”ͱɺ԰ࠜཪʹຒ૴͞Εɺ஫จ΋ৡ౉΋ചങ΋ෆՄೳͳɺ୤঎
඼Խͨ͠ຊͱͷؒʹʮ࡞Ոʯͷ͋Γ͏΂͖৔Λાఆ͢ΔɻͦΕ͸঎඼ੈք͔Βִ཭͞Ε
ͨɺۃΊͯʮݸਓతʯͳ৔ʹ΋ݟ͑Δ͕ɺಗ໊ͷऔࡐऀʹ԰ࠜཪ෦԰Λݟͤɺଟ͘ͷຒ
΋ΕͨຊͷଘࡏΛ֬ೝ໊͠ࢦ͍ͯ͘͜͠ͱͦͷ΋ͷ͕ɺ ൃ۷ͷΠϝʔδΛ൐͏ͱͱ΋ʹɺ
ͦΕΒͷຊʢͷΠϝʔδʣΛಡऀʹΑΔফඅͷର৅ʹม͑ɺ঎඼Խͷաఔʹ໭ͯ͠͠·
͏͜ͱΛࣔࠦ͢Δͱ࡞Ո͸໌֬ʹҙ͍ࣝͯ͠ΔɻͦΕΒͷຊʹ͍ͭͯɺ“This is the
loot”ͱ࡞Ո͸͍͍ɺ“This is what one has instead of a bank balance”ͱࣗᅑ͢Δ
ʢ188ʣ ɻۜߦ࢒ߴҎ্ʹ͜ΕΒͷຊʹՁ஋͕͋ΓɺͦΕ͕ࣗ෼ͱ͍͏࡞ՈΛܗ੒ͨ͠ɺ
ͱ͍͏Α͏ͳҙࣝ͸ଟগ͸͋ΕͲ΋ɺ“instead of”ͱ͍͏ޠ͕ੜΈग़͢“sheer swollen
antithesis”ͱͰ΋ݺͿ΂͖΋ͷ͸࢒Δɻͦ΋ͦ΋ɺ࡞ՈͷՈͱ൴ͷϙʔτϨʔτΛఏ
ڙ͢Δཧ༝͸ɺϋϦ΢ουঁ༏ͷՈͷࣸਅ͸Α͓͘໨ʹ͔͔Δ͕࡞Ոͷࣸਅ͸ݟͨ͜ͱ
͕ͳ͍ͱ͍͏ʮܽ೗“deficiency”ʯΛิ͏ͨΊͩͱޠΓख͸๯಄Ͱ͍͏ʢ183ʣ ɻΉΖΜ
ΞΠϩχΧϧͳτʔϯ͸͋Δ΋ͷͷɺͦ͜Ͱ͸͜ͷ࡞඼ͦͷ΋ͷ͕ফඅͷର৅ͱͯ͠ೝ
ࣝ͞Ε͍ͯΔɻ͔ͩΒͦ͜ফඅෆՄೳͳ࢒ᕥͱͯ͠ͷݟ͑͟Δࢮମ΍ɺຒ΋Εͨຊʹয
఺͕౰ͯΒΕΔɺͱ͍͏͜ͱ͸Ͱ͖Α͏͕ɺͦΕΒͷ࢒༨ΛಛݖԽ͢ΔΑ͏ͳࢹઢ͸͜
͜ʹ͸ͳ͍ɻΉ͠ΖϑΟοπδΣϥϧυ͸঎඼ԽΛ֮ޛͷ্Ͱɺࣗ෼͚͕ͩॴ༗͢Δ௜
఼෺ͱͯ͠ͷݴ༿ΑΓ΋ྲྀ௨͢Δݴ༿ͷํʹౌ͚Δɻ͔ͩΒͦ͜ɺ͜ͷεέονΛॻ͘ɻ
԰ࠜཪʹਤॻؗʹ͍Δͱࣗ෼ͷҰ෦෼͕ࢮΜͰ͠·͏ͱ࡞Ո͸ݴ͏ʢ“Part of you gets
dead”ʦ188ʧ ʣ ɻաڈͷҨ෺ͷൃ۷͸ಉ࣌ʹࣗΒΛ࣌ؒͷ͏ͪʹຒ૴͢Δ͜ͱͰ΋͋Δ
Θ͚ͩɻಙӬ༝لࢠ΋ࢦఠ͢ΔΑ͏ʹʢ31ʣ ɺ“Afternoon of an Author”ʹ͓͍ͯ࡞Ո
ͷ෦԰ͷ࣌ܭ͸௕͍ؒࢭ·ͬͨ··Ͱ͋Δʢ177ʣ ɻॻ͚ͳ͘ͳͬͨ࡞Ո͕ɺࣗΒͷ࡞
඼ͱݴޠͷ঎඼ԽͱͨͩٔΕΔͷͰ͸ͳ͘Ή͠ΖෆՄೳͱ஌Γͭͭ΋͞͞΍͔ʹ߅͓͏
ͱ͢Δʹ͸ɺྲྀ௨ɺަ׵ͷ։࢝ͱఀࢭͷൺᄻͱ͍͍͍ͬͯɺൃ۷ͱຒ૴ͱ͍͏ߦҝΛ൓
61෮͢Δ΄͔ͳ͔ͬͨͷͰ͸ͳ͍͔ɻ
ͦͷΑ͏ͳຒ૴੻ͷ্ʹ͔͠ɺϓϩϑΣογϣφϧͳ࡞Ոͱͯ͠ͷྙཧ͸ߏங͞Ε͑
ͳ͍ͱ͍͏৴೦Λɺ“Afternoon of an Author”ʹ͓͍ͯϑΟοπδΣϥϧυ͸໌֬ʹද
໌͍ͯ͠Δɻόε͔Β߱ΓΔͱ͖࡞Ո͸ϥϑΝΠΤοτ૾ͷ୆࠲ͷ্ʹͨͨͣΉߴߍੜ
ͷΧοϓϧΛݟͯ࣍ͷΑ͏ʹߟ͑Δɻ
Their isolation moved him and he knew he would get something out of it
professionally, if only in contrast to the growing seclusion of his life and
the increasing necessity of picking over an already well-picked past. He
needed reforestation and he was well aware of it, and he hoped the soil
would stand one more growth. It had never been the very best soil for he
had had an early weakness for showing off instead of listening and
observing. (182)
֗࿏थɺೆ܉ক܉͕ͦͷԼͰ຾Δथ͔ΒɺଉࢠΛ෴͏ࣳੜͱɺ“The Grass Grows”ͱ
͍͏λΠτϧʹड͚ܧ͕ΕΔ྘ͷΠϝʔδ͸͜ͷҰઅʹ͓͍ͯ࡞Ոͷ࠶ੜͱ͍͏Πϝʔ
δʹ࣮݁͢Δɻ΋͏ఠΈͭ͘͞ΕͨʮաڈʯΛ·ͩఠΉͱ͍͏๞͘ͳ͖ʮൃ۷ʯʹ͍ۙ
Α͏ͳ࡞ۀ͸ɺೳಈతͳ࡞ۀͱ͍͏ΑΓ͸ɺࣦΘΕͨ৿ྛͷ্ʹ౔৕͑͞੔͑͹྘͕ࣗ
ੜ͢ΔΑ͏ͳʮࣗಈతʯͳ࡞ۀͱͯ͠૝ఆ͞ΕΔɻ࡞ՈʹΑΔ୊ࡐ୳͠ͷͨΊͷʮ؍࡯ʯ
͕ɺόεʹ৐ͬͯܠ৭ΛݟΔͱ͍͏ɺड਎ͱ͍͏ΑΓʮࣗಈతͳʯ࡞ۀͰ΋͋Δ͜ͱ΋
ۮવͰ͸ͳ͍ͩΖ͏ɻ࡞Ոͱͯ͠Կ͔ΛಘΔͱ͍͏ओମతߦಈ΋ʢ“get something
out of it professionally”ʣ ɺ“he knew he would”ͱ͍͏ϑϨʔζʹઌߦ͞ΕΔ͜ͱͰɺ
ࣗಈతʹͦ͏ͳΔɺͱ͍͏ޠײΛଳͼΔɻ࡞ՈͰ͋Δͱ͸ॻ͔ͳ͍ɺ੒௕͠ͳ͍ɺͱ͍
͏ࣗ༝Λܽ͘͜ͱͳͷͩɻ౔৕͑͞੔͑͹ɺͦ͜ʹ৿ྛ͸ҭͬͯ͠·͏ɻडಈతͰ΋ೳ
ಈతͰ΋ͳ͘ɺߦҝओମͰ͋ͬͯಉ࣌ʹͦ͏Ͱͳ͍Α͏ͳɺࣗಈతɺࣗੜతͱ͍͏࿦ཧ
ʹϑΟοπδΣϥϧυ͸ࣗΒͷ࡞Ոͱͯ͠ͷʮ੒௕ʯΛୗ͢ɻ“growing seclusion”ͱ
͍͏ϑϨʔζ͸ɺ ࣳੜͷ੒௕ʹΑΓຒ૴͞Εͨଉࢠ͕ݽಠΛਂΊΔ͔΋͠Εͳ͍Α͏ʹɺ
࡞Ոͷ“growth”͕ੈք͔Βͷݽཱ͕ਂ·Δ͜ͱΛҙຯ͠͏Δͱ͍͏ΞΠϩχʔΛؚΜ
Ͱ͍ΔͩΖ͏ɻ࡞ՈͰ͋Δͱ͸“an awfully lonesome business”ͩͱ1936೥10݄ʹ
ϑΟοπδΣϥϧυ͸່ͷScottieʹॻ͍͍ͯΔʢA Life in Letters 314ʣ ɻͦͷΑ͏ͳ
ࣾձ΍ੈ͔ؒΒͷʮִ཭ʯͳͲ࣮͸ࣗݾಃਲతͳݬ૝ʹա͗ͳ͍ͱ͍͏͋Γ͏΂͖൓࿦
Λ྇կ͢Δ΄Ͳɺຒ૴͞Εͨݟ͑͟ΔࢮऀʹΑͬͯنఆ͞ΕΔ࡞Ոͷݽಠ͸ਂ͍ɻ
4
͕ͩࢮऀʹΑͬͯنఆ͞ΕΔ͜ͱʹΑͬͯɺͭ·ΓʮࢮऀʯΛհͯ͠ʮࣾձతͳ΋ͷʯ
Λ૝૾͢Δ͜ͱʹΑͬͯɺ࡞Ո͸ݽಠ͔Β໔ΕΔɺͱݴ͏͜ͱ΋Ͱ͖ΔɻϑΟοπδΣ
62 ࡔࠜ |࡞Ո͸ࢮऀͷເΛݟΔ͔ʁɿϑΟοπδΣϥϧυͷʮ࡞Ոʯࡾ෦࡞ΛಡΉϥϧυ͸ੜલʹ“My Generation”ͱ͍͏ॏཁͳΤοηΠΛ࢒͍ͯ͠Δɻ1939೥ɺ൴͕
ଞք͢Δલ೥ʹࣥච͞Εͨʢͱਪଌ͞Ε͍ͯΔʣ͕ɺ1968೥·Ͱൃද͞ΕΔ͜ͱͷͳ
͔ͬͨ͜ͷΤοηΠ͸ɺ1938೥ʹଞքͨ͠Thomas WolfeΛؚΉࣗ෼ͷੈ୅ͷऴΘΓ
Λ௥ౣͭͭ͠ɺWilla CatherͷMy Ántoniaͷ݁ޠͷҾ༻ͱͱ΋ʹɺ͜͏కΊׅΒΕ
Δɿ
Well—many are dead, and some I have quarreled with and don’t see any
more. But I have never cared for any men as much as for these who felt
the first springs when I did, and saw death ahead, and were reprieved—
and who now walk the long stormy summer. It is a generation staunch by
inheritance, sophisticated by fact—and rather deeply wise. More than
that, what I feel about them is summed up in a line of Willa Cather’s: “We
possess together the precious, the incommunicable past.” (My Lost City
198)
௚઀తʹ͸“death ahead”ͱ͸ୈҰ࣍େઓΛࢦ͠ɺࣥߦ༛༧ʹͳΔͱ͸ΞϝϦΧਓͰ͋
͕ͬͨΏ͑ʹઓ૪Λੜ͖Ԇͼͯ͠·͏͜ͱΛࢦ͢ɻϑΟοπδΣϥϧυʹ͸͞Βʹઓ૪
Λܦݧ͢Β͍ͯ͠ͳ͍ͱ͍͏ྼ౳ײ΋͋ͬͨɻ“many are dead”ͱ͍͏࢝·Γ͸ɺࣗ෼
ͷʮࣥߦ༛༧ʯ͕ͳ͓ଓ͍͍ͯΔɺͱ͍͏ײ֮Λڧௐ͢Δɻ൴͸ΞϝϦΧʹ͓͍ͯʢϋ
ΠɾʣϞμχζϜΛ୲ͬͨऀΛɺ࣮ࡍʹ൴Β͕ੜ͖͍ͯΔ͔Ͳ͏͔ʹ͸ؔΘΒͣ
ʢ“many are dead, and some I have quarreled with and don’t see any more”ͱ͍
͏දݱ͸ɺ ʮੜ͖͍ͯͯɺ͔͠΋ަྲྀ͕͋ΔऀʯͷଘࡏΛ࢒͞ͳ͍ʣ ɺ͍Θ͹ʮࢮऀͷڞ
ಉମʯͱͯ͠௥ౣ͠ɺ໔Εͨࢮͱ͜Ε͔Β͘Δ΂͖ࢮͱ͍͏ೋͭͷࢮͷؒͰࣥߦΛ༛༧
͞Ε͍ͯΔऀͱͯࣗ͠ݾΛنఆ͢Δɻ“An Author’s Mother”ʹ͓͚Δ฼਌͕Cary࢞ຓ
ͱ͍͏աڈͷ࡞ՈʹࢮऀΛݟग़ࣗ͠Β΋ࢮऀͱͯ͠൴ঁͨͪͱ࿈ଳ͢Δͱ͢Ε͹ɺϑΟ
οπδΣϥϧυ͸࡞ՈͰ͋Δ͕Ώ͑ʹݽཱ͠ɺͦͷݽཱͷ͏ͪʹɺݴޠʹΑͬͯ͸ఆٛ
Ͱ͖ͳ͍“incommunicable”ͳաڈΛڞ༗͢Δಉੈ୅ͷ࡞ՈͨͪʹࢮऀΛݟग़͠ɺͦͷ
ݱࡏͷࢮऀ͔Βͷ஗ΕʹࣗΒͷ࡞Ոͱͯ͠ͷྙཧΛߏங͢Δɻ
࠷ޙʹɺ ʮࣥߦ༛༧“reprieved”ʯͱ͍͏දݱ͕“Author’s House”ͷޙ൒ͷେ൒Λ઎Ί
Δɺ࡞Ոͷաڈͷ࡞඼தͷొ৔ਓ෺ɺThomas KracklinʹѼͯΒΕͨ͋Δঁੑಡऀ͔
ΒͷखࢴΛΊ͙ΔΤϐιʔυͰ΋࢖ΘΕ͍ͯΔ͜ͱΛ֬ೝ͓ͯ͜͠͏ɻ͋ͳͨ͸ߦํෆ
໌ͷܑͰ͸ͳ͍͔ͱKracklinѼʹॻ͔Εͨखࢴʹɺ࡞Ո͸“I am indeed your long
lost brother. I am now in the Baltimore Penitentiary awaiting execution by
hanging. . . . Write me care of my lawyer”ͱฦ͢ʢ187ʣ ɻ͜ͷ୹รͷޠΓख͕औࡐ
Λͨ͠೔ʹɺ࡞Ո͸ͦͷฦ౴΁ͷฦࣄΛड͚औΔɻ෧౵ʹ͸खࢴ͕ೋ௨ೖ͓ͬͯΓɺҰ
௨͸࡞ऀѼʹɺ΋͏Ұ௨͸KracklinѼʹ൴Λؾݣ͏಺༰͕ॻ͔Ε͍ͯΔɻಡΈऴ͑ͨ
࡞Ո͸ɺൿॻʹKracklin͸ࣥߦ༛༧ʹͳͬͯதࠃʹߦͬͨͱ͍͏खࢴͱҰॹʹ5υϧ
63ΛͦͷঁੑʹૹΔΑ͏ࢦਤͨ͋͠ͱʢ“[…] Miss Palmer, please write a letter saying
her brother’s been reprieved and gone to China and put five dollars in the
envelope”)ʣ ɺ“But it’s too late”ͱݴ͏ʕ“You can pay a little money but what can
you do for meddling with a human heart? A writer’s temperament is continually
making him do things he can never repair” (188)ɻ͜ͷ࣌ظͷϑΟοπδΣϥϧυ
ͱಉ༷Baltimoreʹ଺ࡏ͠ɺ“crack”Λͦͷ໊ʹؚΉKracklinʹɺϑΟοπδΣϥϧυ
ࣗ਎͕౤Ө͞Ε͍ͯΔͷ͸໌നͩɻࢮΛ଴ͭKracklinͱͯ͠;Δ·͍ͳ͕Β΋ɺडܐ
ऀͱหޢ࢜ͱ͍͏ઃఆΛ௨ͯ͠࡞Ոͱొ৔ਓ෺Λ෼཭͢Δ͜ͱͰɺ࠷ऴతʹ͸
KracklinͷࢮܐΛ΍Γաͯ͝͠൴Λԕ͍ࠃ΁ղ์ʹ௥์͠ɺࣗΒ͸࡞Ոͱͯ͠࢒Δ͜
ͱɻࢮͱݶΓͳ͘઀ۙͭͭ͠ɺ͔͠͠࠷ޙͰࢮ͔Β཭Εɺͦ͏͢Δ͜ͱ͕ࣗ෼͕ʮ࡞Ոʯ
Ͱ͋Δ͜ͱͷ֬ೝʹͭͳ͕ΔɻଞऀΛই͚ͭʮऔΓฦ͠ʯ͕͔ͭͳ͍͜ͱΛ͢Δ͜ͱʹ
Αͬͯͳ͓൴͸ʮ࡞ՈʯͰ͋Γଓ͚Δʢ“A writer’s temperament is . . . ”ʣ ɻϑΟοπ
δΣϥϧυ͸͔֬ʹർΕ͍͔ͯͨ΋͠Εͳ͍͕ɺࣗΒ͕ાఆͨ͠࡞Ոͷྙཧʹ͸Ͳ͜·
Ͱ΋஧࣮ͩͬͨͷͩɻ
Notes
1 ϑΟοπδΣϥϧυ͸Troubleͱ͍͏໊ͷ؃ޢ࢜Λओਓެͱ͢ΔγϦʔζΛߏ૝͍ͯͨ͠ɻ
1937೥ʹൃද͞Εɺ൴ʹͱͬͯThe Saturday Evening Postʹൃද͢Δ࠷ޙͷ࡞඼ͱͳͬͨ
“Trouble”͸·͞ʹ൴͕୹รΛॻ͚ͳ͘ͳ͍ͬͯͬͨ͜ͱΛ෺ޠΔ੿ྼͳ࡞඼͕ͩɺ͜͜Ͱ͸
ॻ͚ͣͱ΋ͳ͓ʮ৽͍͠΋ͷΛൃ۷͢Δʯͱ͍͏͜ͷ࡞Ոͷ࢖໋ײʹॏ͖Λ͓͖͍ͨɻ
2 ޙʹҾ༻͢ΔΑ͏ʹɺ“Author’s House”ʹ͓͍ͯϑΟοπδΣϥϧυ͸࡞Ոͱ͍͏৬ۀͱ
͍͏ҙຯͰ“metier”ͱ͍͏ޠΛ࢖༻͍ͯ͠ΔʢAfternoon of an Author 184ʣ ɻ
3 André Le Vot΋ϑΟοπδΣϥϧυͷ఻هʹ͓͚Δ“The Crack-up”ΛΊ͙Δষʹ͓͍ͯ
ಉ༷ͷࢦఠΛ͍ͯ͠Δʕ“Depression, breakdown, crack-up: a single moral reality. Word
and concept are so compelling that Fitzgerald had to coin a word for a macabre title
given to one of the countless lists of the vanquished scattered through his papers:
‘Necrology and Breakdownology.’ These lists resound like an obsessive appeal to the
dead, the suicides, the mentally ill who haunted his memory. On one page, for
example, he drew a circle and around it wrote the names of the vanished, like so
many ghosts invited to a funeral feast, Boyd, Lardner, Emily Vanderbilt, Mary
Rumsey, Julian (the hero of ‘A New Leaf’) and others; presiding at this symbolic table
is Zelda, the archfigure of the dispossessed” (293)ɻຊ࿦͸ɺϑΟοπδΣϥϧυ͕ʮ༓
ྶʯʹғ·Εͨ࣌ظ͕ɺ൴͕࡞Ոͱ͍͏৬ۀʹ͍ͭͯࢥߟͨ࣌͠ظͱҰக͢Δͱ͍͏ࣄ࣮ͷඞ
વੑͷఔ౓Λ୳Ζ͏ͱ͢Δ΋ͷͰ͋Δɻ
4 ϑΟοπδΣϥϧυ͕1928೥ʹύϦͰ஌Γ߹͍ɺ༑޷ؔ܎Λอ͍ͬͯͨʢۜߦՈͷ່ͷʣ
ঁੑɻ
5 ϑΟοπδΣϥϧυࣗ਎͕ɺ͜ͷ࡞඼Λʮεέονʯͱܗ༰͍ͯ͠Δɻ1936೥6݄ʹॻ͔
64 ࡔࠜ |࡞Ո͸ࢮऀͷເΛݟΔ͔ʁɿϑΟοπδΣϥϧυͷʮ࡞Ոʯࡾ෦࡞ΛಡΉΕͨBeatrice Dance΁ͷखࢴͷதͰ൴͸͜͏ड़΂͍ͯΔʕ“I think you’ll like a series of
sketches I’m starting in Esquire next month, very personal and similar to the Crack-
up series. The first one is ‘Author’s House’ and the second ‘Afternoon of an Author’
and the third I haven’t done yet. They will be respectively in the July, August, and
September issues and they can tell you more about myself than I ever could in a
letter because unfortunately, in my profession correspondence has to be sacrificed to
the commercial side of being a literary man and I am probably the worst letter writer
in the world” (Correspondence 434)ɻ͜͜Ͱ΋ϑΟοπδΣϥϧυ͕ɺ“profession”ʹݴٴ
͠ɺ จֶऀͰ͋Δ͜ͱͷ঎ۀతଆ໘ͱ૬༰Εͳ͍΋ͷͱͯ͠ͷʮ࡞Ոʯࡾ෦࡞ͱ͍͏࡞඼Λ
૝ఆ͍ͯ͠Δ͜ͱ͸ɺ࡞඼ͷ঎඼Խʹ߅͏ͨΊʹࢮऀ͕ঌש͞ΕΔ͜ͱ΋͋Δͱ͍͏ຊ࿦ޙ൒
෦ʹ͓͚Δٞ࿦ͱڹ͖͋͏ɻ
6 ࠷΋ૣ͍ஈ֊Ͱ͜ͷࡾ෦࡞ͷॏཁੑΛೝࣝͨ͠΋ͷͱͯ͠͸ɺArthur MizenerΛࢀরɻ
“Author’s House”ͱ“Afternoon of an Author”ͱ͍ͬͨ࡞඼ʹϑΟοπδΣϥϧυͷ੒ख़Λ
֬ೝ͢Δࢹ఺͸ຊ࿦΋ڞ༗͢ΔɻBrian Way͸“Afternoon of an Author”ΛEsquireʹൃද
͞ΕͨϑΟοπδΣϥϧυͷ୹รͰ͸࠷ྑͷ΋ͷͱධՁ͢Δ͕ɺ ʰ่յʱʹ͓͚Δࣗݾ࿁ጫ
ͱࣗݾݦࣔบͱ͸ରরతͳס͍ͨ“impersonality”ͱจମͷ΢ΟοτΏ͑ʹධՁʹ஋͢Δͱ͍
͏ʰ่յʱࣗମͷޡಡʹجͮ͘൴ͷࠜڌʹ͸ࢍಉ͑͠ͳ͍ʢ96ʣ ɻScott Donaldson΋ൺֱత
௕͍هड़Λ͜ͷࡾ෦࡞ʹׂ͍͍ͯΔ͕ɺ෼ੳͱ͍͏ΑΓ͸ɺٞ࿦ͷੑ্࣭࢓ํͷͳ͍͜ͱͰ͸
͋Δ͕ɺϓϩοτͷৄࡉͳʮ঺հʯͷҬʹཹ·͍ͬͯΔɻEdward J. Gleason͸Esquireʹ
ൃද͞ΕͨϑΟοπδΣϥϧυ࡞඼ʹ͓͚ΔΞϦϡʔδϣϯʹ͍ͭͯ࿦ͨ͡ΤοηΠʹ͓͍ͯ
ൺֱతଟ͘ͷϖʔδΛ͜ͷࡾ෦࡞ʹׂ͍͓ͯΓɺͦͷ࢟੎ͦͷ΋ͷ͸ධՁͰ͖Δ͕ɺޙͷ஫Ͱ
΋৮ΕΔΑ͏ʹɺຊ࿦ͷཱ৔ͱ͸େ͖͘ҟͳΔղऍΛ࠾༻͍ͯ͠ΔɻϑΟοπδΣϥϧυͱ૕
ͷ࡞ۀʹ͍ͭͯڵຯਂ͍ݕূΛ͢ΔJonathan Schiff͸“Author’s House”ͱ“An Author’s
Mother”ʹݴٴ͍ͯ͠Δ͕ɺ࡞඼ͱͯ͠ѻ͏ͱ͍͏ΑΓ͸ɺϑΟοπδΣϥϧυͱ฼਌ͷؔ܎ɺ
͋Δ͍͸๢͘ͳͬͨ࢞ຓͱͷؔ܎Λ୳ΔͨΊͷʮࢿྉʯͱͯ͠ԉ༻͢ΔɻSchiffͱಉछͷ໰୊
ҙࣝʹཱͪͭͭ΋ɺ୎ӽͨ͠൷ධ؟Ͱ“Author’s House”Λ·ͱ΋ʹʮಡΉʯͱ͍͏࡞ۀΛ਱
ߦ͢Δͷ͕Mitchell BreitwieserͰ͋Δɻޙड़͢ΔΑ͏ʹɺϑΟοπδΣϥϧυʹΑΔࢮऀͷ
ಌጦͱ཈ѹͱ͍͏ຊ࿦ͷجຊత࿮૊Έ͸Breitwieserͷ໌᏷ͳ࿦ߟʹΑΔͱ͜Ζ͕େ͖͍ɻ೔
ຊͰ͸ಙӬ༝لࢠ͕“Afternoon of an Author”ͱ Hemingwayͷ“The Snows of
Kilimanjaro”Λৄࡉ͔ͭઆಘతʹൺֱ͍ͯ͠Δɻ“Afternoon of an Author”ʹ͓͚Δ࡞Ոͷ
ʮ૝೦͸Ͳ͔͜Ͱࢮͱ݁ͼ͍͍ͭͯΔʯͱ͍͏ࢦఠ͸ಛʹզʑͷٞ࿦ͱͷؔ࿈ʹ͓͍ͯࣔࠦత
Ͱ͋Δʢ31ʣ ɻ
7 ϓϩϑΣογϣφϦζϜͱϞμχζϜͱͷؔ܎Λѻͬͨઆಘతͳ࿦ߟʹ͍ͭͯ͸Thomas
StrychaczͷୈҰষͱSzalayΛࢀরɻͳ͓ɺ20ੈلલ൒ʹͳͬͯొ৔ͨ͠ϓϩͷ࡞Ոͷઌۦ
తଘࡏͱͯ͠ϑΟοπδΣϥϧυͷܦྺΛଊ͑ͳ͓͢༗ӹͳٞ࿦ʹ͍ͭͯ͸ɺJames L. W.
West IIIΛࢀরɻ
8 Afternoon of an Author, 184. ҎԼɺ“Author’s House”͔ΒͷҾ༻͸͜ͷ൛Λࢀর͠ɺϖ
ʔδ਺ͷΈࣔ͢ɻ
9 ͨͱ͑͹“Afternoon of an Author”͕ܝࡌ͞Εͨͷͱಉ߸ͷEsquireʹൃද͞Εͨ“The
Snows of Kilimanjaro”͕͙͢ʹ૝ى͞ΕΔɻಙӬ͕ৄ͘͠෼ੳ͢ΔΑ͏ʹɺॻ͚ͳ͍࡞ՈΛ
ѻ͏͜ͷ୹ร͸“Afternoon of an Author”ͱڞ༗͢Δ΋ͷ͕ଟ͍͕ɺ“An Author’s Mother”
65ͱൺֱͨ͠৔߹ɺ྆ऀͱ΋ʹࢮͷॠؒ΁ͱ޲͔͏ෛইऀΛѻ͍ͳ͕ΒɺHemingwayʹ͓͍ͯ
͸࠷ޙʹϋΠΤφʹૂΘΕΔ࡞Ոͷࢮମ͕࢒Δͷʹର͠ɺϑΟοπδΣϥϧυʹ͓͍ͯ͸ࢮऀ
ͱͯ͠ͷ࡞ՈʢCary࢞ຓʣʹखΛܞ͑Δ୤਎ମԽɺ༓ྶԽͨ͠฼਌͕࢒Δͱ͍͏ڵຯਂ͍ର
র͕ු͔ͼ্͕ΔɻSzalay΋“The Snows of Kilimanjaro”ʹ͸ৄ͘͠ݴٴ͍ͯ͠Δʢ175-
76ʣ ɻ
10 ͜ͷΑ͏ͳࢦఠ͸͔ࣗͣΒɺ཈ѹ͞Εͨ΋ͷ͕ճؼ͢Δ͔ͷΑ͏ʹ࣌ંϑΟοπδΣϥϧ
υ࡞඼தʹݱΕΔࢮମɺThe Great Gatsbyʢ1925ʣʹ͓͚ΔMyrtleͷࢮମ΍ɺTender Is
the Nightʢ1934ʣʹ͓͚ΔPetersonͷࢮମͳͲ͸ͲͷΑ͏ʹઆ໌͞Ε͏Δ͔ͱ͍͏ٙ໰Λ
ੜΉͩΖ͏ɻ࡞Ոࡾ෦࡞ʹয఺ΛߜΔຊ࿦Ͱ͸ɺࠓޙͷ՝୊ͱͯͦ͠ͷ໰୊Λఏࣔ͢ΔʹͱͲ
Ί͓͖͍ͯͨɻ
11 The Price Was High, 736. ҎԼɺ“An Author’s Mother”͔ΒͷҾ༻͸͜ͷ൛Λࢀর͠ɺ
ϖʔδ਺ͷΈࣔ͢ɻ
12 ࣮ࡍͷ࡞඼͸“An Order for a Picture”ͱ͍͏ࢻ͕ͩɺͦͷࢻΛࢀরͤͣͱ΋ɺޠΓखʹΑ
Δ؆ܿͳઆ໌ (“the one [poem] about the girl instructing the artist how to paint a
picture of her mother”[737])͕ɺ฼਌΋͘͠͸ޠΓखʹΑΔͦͷࢻͷղऍͷ࢓ํΛे෼ʹઆ
໌͍ͯ͠Δɻ
13 Afternoon of an Author, 180. ҎԼɺ“Afternoon of an Author”͔ΒͷҾ༻͸͜ͷ൛Λࢀ
র͠ɺϖʔδ਺ͷΈࣔ͢ɻ
14 Gleason͸ɺ࡞Ո͕ԕ͍աڈʹಀආ͠ɺաڈͷӳ༤ͱಉҰԽΛࢼΈΔͷ͕ͩɺ࡞ऀͷർฐ
Λ൓өͯ͠૝ى͞Εͨӳ༤͢Βർฐͨ͠ଘࡏͱཱͯͪ͠ݱΕΔͱࢦఠ͢Δ͕ (221)ɺຊ࿦͸Ή
͠Ζɺർฐͨ͠ӳ༤ͱಉҰԽ͢΂͘࡞Ո͸·ͣStonewell Jacksonͷʮݴ༿ʯΛ૝ى͢Δɺ
ͱ͜ͷ৔໘Λղऍ͢Δɻ
15 ࣮ࡍʹ͸ɺϑΟοπδΣϥϧυࣗ਎ʹΑͬͯॻ͔ΕɺThis Side of Paradiseͷొ৔ਓ෺Ͱ
͋ΔThomas Parke D’Invilliersͷ࡞඼ͱͯ͠ఏࣔ͞ΕͨThe Great GatsbyͷΤϐάϥϑΛ
ࢦ͢ɻ
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